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REROM the point of view of |
the eriminal expert,” saild
Mr. Sherlork Holmes, |
“London has become a
singuiarly
ety since the death of |
the late lamented Pro-
fessor Moriarty.” ‘

“l can hardly think that vou would
find many decent citizens to agree with
you,” I answered

“Well, well, T must not be selfish,” |
said he, with a smile as he pushed back
bis chair from the breakfast table.
“The community is cectainly the gain-
e’ and no one the loser save the poor |
out of work spec'alist, whose occupa- |
tion has gone. With that man in the
field one's morning paper presented in-
Sfnlte possibilities. Often it was only
the smallest trace, Watson, the faint-
est indication, and yet It was enough
to tell me that the great malignant
brain was there, as the gentlest tre-
mors of the edges of the web remind
one of the foul spider which lurks in the
center. Petty thefts, wanton assaults,
purposeless outrage—to the man who
beld the clew all could be worked
into one connected whole. To the scl-
entific stndent of the higher criminal
world ne capital in Eurape offered the
advantages which London then pos-
sessed. But now"— He shrugeged his
shoulders In humorous deprecation of
the state of things which he had him-
self doue 80 wuch ty produce.

At the time of which [ speak, Holmes
had been back for some menths, and
I at his reguest had soid my practice
and returned to share the old quarters
o Baker street. A young doctor nam-
&k Verner had purchased my small
Kensington practice and given with
astounishingly little aemur the highest
price that 1 ventured to ask—an inci-
dent which only explaingd itself some
Tme later awhen | founu that Verner |
was a distant relation of Holmes and
that It was my friend who had really
found the money.

Our months of partoership had not
bean so uneventful as he had stated, |
for 1 find on looking over my notes that
this period inciudes the case of the
papers of ex-President Murillo, and al-
80 the shocking aflair of the Dutch
steamship Friesland, which so nearly
cost us both our lives, His cold and
proud nature was always averse, how-
ever, to anything In the shape of public
applause, and he bound me in the most
stringent terms to say no further word
of bimself, his methods or his suc-
cesses—a prohibition which, as 1 have
explained, has only now been removed.

Mr. Sherlock Holmes was leaning back
1o his chair after his whimsical protest
and was unfolding his morning paper
in & leisurely fashion when our atten-
tion was arrested by a tremendous
ring at the bell, followed immediately
by a bellow drumming as if
Some one were beating on the outer
door with his fist. As it epened there
came & tumuitvous rush into the hall,
rapid feet clattered up the stalr and
&n instant later a wild eyed and fran
tic young man, paile, disheveled and

ipitating, barst into the room. He

wed from one to the other of us, and
under our gaze of inguiry he became
conscious that some apology was need-
ed for this unceremonions entry

“I'm sorry, Mr. Holmes™ he ecried.
“Ton musta’'t blame me. I 2am nearly
mad. Mr. Hoimes, 1 am the unhappy
Johu Hector

He made the announcement as If the
name explain both his
visit and pner, but 1 conld see
by my n's unresponsive face
that it meant no more to him than to
me

“Bave »

!

ol
sOoUnQ,

McFariane ™

glone would

it

companic

clgarette, Mr. MeFarlane”

sald he, pushing his case across. T |
m sure that with your symptoms my
friend Dr. Watson here would pre-
scribe a2 sedative. The weather has
been soe very warm these last few
dars Now, if you feel a little more
composed 1 should be giad if you would

that chair end tell us very
nuletir w are and
iIs that yomn want. You men-
tioned your name as if 1 should recog-
Rize It, but I assure you that bevond
the obvious facts that yon are a bach
and an

nothing whatever

wly and ho vou

¢lor, a solicitor, a8 Freemason
esthmatic T koow
about you.'

Famillar as I was my friend's
methods, it was not difficult for me to
follow his deductions and to observe
the muntidiness of attire, the sheaf of
legal papers, the wateh charm and the
breathing which had drompted them.
Our cilent, however, stared In amasze-
toent

“Yes, I aun all that, Mr. Holmes, apd |

with

in addition 1 am Thé most anfortunate
han at this moment in London. For
beaven's sake, don't abandon me, Mr.
Holmes! If they come to.arrest me be-
fore I bhave finished my story make
them give me time so that I may tell
yYou the whole truth. I could go to
Jail happy if I knew that you wera
working for me outside.”

“Arrest youn!" said Holmes, “This {5
really most grati-——most interesting. On
what charge do you expect to be ar-
rested ™

“Upon the charge of murdering Mr.
Jonas Oldacre of Lower Norwood.”

My companion's expressive face
showed a sympathy which was not, 1

isfaction.

“Dear me,” said he, “it was only this
moment at breakfast that I was say-
ing to my friend Dr. Watson that sen-
sational cases had disappeared out of
our papers.”

Our visitor stretched forward a guiv-
ering hand and picked up the Daily
Telegraph, which still lay upon Holmes’
knee.

“If you had looked at it, sir, you
would have seen at a giance what the
errand is on which I have come to
you this morming. 1 feel as if my
tame and my misfortune must be in

every man's mouth.™ He turned It
over to expose the central page. “Here
it is, and with your permission I will
read it to you. Listen to this, Mr.
Holmes. The headlines are: ‘Mysterious
Affair at Lower Norwood. Disappear-

ance of a Well Known Builder. Sus-
picion of Murder and Arson. A Clew

to the Criminal’ That is the clew
which they are already following, Mr.
Holmes, and I know that it leads In-
fallibly to me. 1 have been followed
from London Bridge station, and I am
sure that they are only waiting for the
warrant to arrest me. It will break
my mother's heart—it will break her
heart!” He wrung his hapds in an
agony of apprehension and swayed
backward cnd forward In his chair.

1 looked with interest upon this man
who was accused of belng the perpe-
trator of a erime of violence. He was
flaxen haired and handsome, in a wash-
ed out negzative fashion, with frighten-
ed bine eves and a clean shaven face,
with a weak, sensitive mouth, His aze

jmay have been.about twenty-seven, his

dress and bearing that of a gentleman.
From the pocket of his light summer
overcoat protruded the bundle of in-
dorsed papers which proclaimed his

!
| profession,

“We must use what time we have™
said Holmes. “Watson, wonld yon
have the kinduess to take the paper
and to read the paragraph in gues-

tion?"

Underneath the vigorous headlines
which our client had quoted I read the
following suggestive narrative:

Late last night or early thia morning an
Incident oceurred at Lower Norwood
which points, it iIs feared. to a serious
erime. Mr. Jonas Oldacre 1s a well known
resident of that suburb, where he has car-
#cd on his business as a buflder for many
rears. Mr. Oldacre is a bachelor, fifty-
(o years of age, and lives in Deep Dena
House at the Srdenham end of the road
of that name. He has had ths reputation
of being a man of eccentric habits se-
cretive and retiring. For some years he
has practically withdrawn from the busi-
wss In which he is said to have amassed
onsiderable weaith. A small timber vard
still exists, however, at the back of the
house, and last night, #bout 12 o'clock.
an alarm was given that one of the stacks
was on fire, The engines were soon upon
the spot, but the dry wopod burned wiih
great fury, and It was impossibie to ar-
rest the conflagration until the stack had
been entirely consumed. Up to this point
the incident boare the appearance of an
wdinary accident, but fresh indleations
serm to point to serlous prime. Surprise
was expressed at the absence of the mas-
ter of the establishment from the scene
of the fire, and an Inquiry followed. which
showed that he had disappeared from the
house An examination of his room re-
vealed that the bed had not been slept In,
that a safe which stood In it was open,
that & number of Important Papers wers

, tcattered about the room and finally that

there were signs of a murdercus struggle,
tlight traces of blood being found within
the room, and an oaken walking stick,
which also showed stains of blood upon
handle. It i3 known that Mr. Jonas
Oldmcre had received a late visitor in his
upon that nmight and the stick
nd has been identifiéd as the property

the

bad room

of this person, who is a young London
solicitor named John Hector McFariane,
Junior partner of Graham & McoFar-
lane of 4% Gresham bulling=s, E. . The

woitce believe that they have evidence In

thelr possession which supplies a very

onvincing motive for the nd al-

together 1t cannot be doubted that sensa-
nal developments will follow

Is rumored as we go t0 press

hat John Hector McFariane has actually

v
»

i
criime,

Later. —it

1 sted on the charge of the murder
of Oldacre. It Is at least certain
that a warrant has been jssued. There
have been further and sinister develop-
ments in the nvestigation at Norwood
Besides the signs of a struggle in the
reom of the unfortunate bulider it is
now known that the French windows
of his bedroom (which i85 on the ground
floor) were found te be open, that there

were marks as if some bumlky object
had been dragged across to the wood pile,
and fnally i1t 18 asserted that charred re-
mains have been found among the char-
coal ashes of the fire. The police theory is
that s most sensational crime has been
sommitted, that the victim was clubbed
to desth in his own bedroom, his papers
rified and his dead body dragged across
to the wood stack. which was then ignited,
so as to N'de all traces of the crime. The

|
!
!
|

uninteresting am afraid, entirely unmixed with sat- |

Copyright by Collfer's Weekly.

OUR UNFORTUNATE CLIENT R

OSE, WITH A GHASTLY FACE

donduct of ihe criminal Inveatigation has
been left in the experienced hands of In-
spector Lestrade of Scotland Yard, who is
followiny v clews with his accus-
tomed encorgy razasity

Sherlock Holmes listened, with elosed
eves and finger tips together, to this re-
markable account.

“The case has certainly some points
of interest,” said he in Ianguid
fasghion. “May I ask, in the first place,
Mr. McFarlane, how it is that you are
stlll at liberty, since there appears to
be enough evidence to justify your ar-
rest 7’

tha
the

nd

his

1em,

Dlack-

“I llve at Torrineton Lodge,
heath, with my pareats, Mr. Holmes,
but last night., having to do business

very late with Alr. Jonas Oldacre, 1
stayed at a hotel In Norwox! and
came to my business from ihere. 1
knew nothing of this affalr untll I was
iIn the train, when I rezxd what vou
have just heard. I at once saw the hor
rible dangar of my position, and I hur-
ried to put the case into your hands, I
have no doubt that I shon!d have bheen

arrested

either at my city office or at

froom

my home. A man fallowed me
London Bridge station, and 1 bave no
doubt— Great heaven! What is that?™

It was a clang of the bell, followed

| instantly by heavy steps upon the stair,

A moment laier our old friend Lestrade
appeared in the deorw Over his
shoulder I caught a glimpse of one or
two uniformed policeiren outside,

“AUr. Johm Hector MeFarlane?” said

| Lestrade.

| ture of despalr

Ounr unfortunate elient rose, with a
ghastly face.
“I arrest you for the wiliful murder of
Mr. Jonas Oldacre of Lower Norwood.”
MeFarlane turned to us with a ges-
and sank into hls chailr
once more like one who Is erughed.
“One moment, ILestrade,” sald
Holmes. “Half an honr more or less
can make no difference to you, and the
geuntleman was abont to give us an ac-
connt of this very intercsting affalr
which might aid us In clearing it up.”
“I think there will be no diffienlty in
clearing it up,” sald Lestrade grimly.

“Nome the less, with your permis-
slon, I shoulkl be much Interested to

hear his account.”™

 We will keep it as a litt

|

| ticular,

' as he might not be home before
I had some difiicultz*in finding |

“Well, Mr. Holines, it is dificult for |

me to refuse you anything, for you have
been of use to the force once or twice
In the past, and we owe you a good
turn at Scotland Yard,” said Lestrade.
“At the same time I must remaln with
my prisoner, and I am bound to warn
him that anything he may say will ap-
pear in evidence against him.”

“I wish nothing better,” sald our
client. “All 1 ask is that you should
hear and recognize the absolute truth.”

Iestrade looked at his watch. “T'1l
give you half an hour,” sald he,

“1 must explain first,” said McFarlane,
“that I knew nothing of Mr. Jonas
Oldacre. Hiz name was famillar to me,
for many yearr ago my parents were
acqualted with him, but they drifted
apart. 1 was very much surprised,
therefore, when yesterday abont 3
o'clock in the afternocon he walked into
my ofice in the city. But I was still
more astonished when hLe told me the
object of his visit. He had in his hand
several sheets of a notebook, covered
with scribbled writing—here they are—
and he laid them on my table.

““Here is my will’ sald he. ‘I want
yon, Mr. McFariane, to cast it into
proper legal shape. 1 will sit here
while you do so.’

“1 set myself to copy it, and you can |

imagine my astonishment when I found
that, with some reservations, he had
left all his property to me. He was a
strange little ferretiike man, with

at him I found his keen gray eves
fixed upon me with an amused expres-
sion. I eoukd hardiy believe my own
senses as I read the terms of the will,
but he explained that he was a bache
lor with hardly any livipg relation,
aat he had known my parents in his

youth and that he had alsvays heard .

of me as a very deserving young man
and was assured that Lls money would
be in worthy hands. Of esurse I could
only stammer out my thans.

“The will was duly finddied, signed
and witnessed By my clerk.
on the blue paper, and these skps, as |
have explained, are the rongh draft. Mr.
Jonas Oldacre then informed me that
there were a number of documents—
huilding leases, title deeds, mortgages,
serip, and so forth—which it was nee-
essary that I should see and under-
stand. He said fhat his mind would
not be easy until the whole thing was
settled, and he begged me to come out
to his hounse at Norwood that night,

bringing the will with me, and to ar- |

rarge matters. ‘Remember, my boy,
not one word to your parents about
the affalr watil everything is settled.

le surprise for

them.” He was very Insistent upon
this point and made me promise it
faithfully.

“You can imagine, Mr. Holmes, that
I was not in a bumor to refuse him
anything that he might ask. He was
my benefactor, and all my desire was
to carry out his wishes in every par-
I sent a telezram home, there-
fore, to say that I had important busi-
ness on hand and that it was impossi-
ble for me to say how late I might be.

Mr. Oldacre had told me that he would |

like me to have supper with him at 9,
that
hour.
his house, however, and it was nearly
half past before 1 reached it. I found
him"—

“One moment,” sald Holmes.
opened the door?”

“A middle aged womaan, who was, I
suppose, his honsekeeper.”

“And it was she, I presume, who
mentioned your name.”

“Exactly,” =said MecFarlane,

“Pray proceed.”

MecFarlane wiped Dis damp brow and
thoen continued hils narrative:

“I was shown by this woman into a
sitting room, where a frugal supper
wns lafd out. Afterward Mr. Jonas
Oldacre led me into his bedroom,
whicli there stood a heavy safe. This
he opened and took out a mass of docu-
ments, which we went over together.
It was between 11 and 12 when we
fintshed. He remarked that we must
not disturb the housekeeper. He show-
ed me out through his own French win-

“Who

dow, which had been open all this
time.”
“Was the blind down? asked
Holmes.

“1 will not be sure, but I Lelieve that
it was only half down. Yes, I remem-

ber how he pulled it up In order to
swing open the window. I could not
find my stick, and he sald, ‘Never mind,
my boy, I shall see a g>od deal of you
now, I hope, and I will keep your stick
until yon come back to clalm it.” I Jeft
him there, the safe open and the papers
made up In packets upon the table. It
was so late that I couid not get back
to Blackheath, so 1 spent the night at
the Anerley Arns, and I knew nothing
more until I read of this horrible af-
falr in the morning.”

“Anything more that you would like
to ask, Mr. Holmes?' sald Lestrade,

{ whose eyebrows had gone up once or

twice during this remarkable explana-

twhils pralashes. and when I looked up | tion,

This is it

in |

’ “Not until I have been to Black-
| heath.”
l “You mean to Norwood,” sald Les-
l trade.
| “Oh, yes; no doubt that is what I
| must have meant,” said Holmes, with
| his enigmatical smile. Lestrade had
| learned by more experiences than he
| would care to acknowladge that that
| razorlike brain could eut through that
{ which was immpenetrable to him. I saw
| bim look euriously at my companion.
|  “I think I should like to have a word
with you presently, Mr. Sherlock
Holmes.” he. “Now, Mr. McFar-
lane, two of my constables are at the
door, and there is a four wheeler wait-
ing.” young man arose
and with a last beseeching glance at us
wialked from the room. The officers
conducted him to the eab, but Lestrade
| remained,

[folmes had picked up the
which formed the rough draft of the
will and was looking at them with the
keenest interest upon his face.

“There are some points about that

said

The wretched

pages

document, Lestrade, are there not?
said he, pushing them over.
The official looked at them with a

puzzled expression.

“lI ean read the first few lines and
these in the middle of the second page
and one or two at the end. Those are
as clear as print,” sald he, “but the
writing In between is very bad, and
there are three places where I cannot
read it at all.”

“What do you make of that? sald
Holmes,

“Well, what do you make of it?”

“That it was written In a train. The
gnod writing represents stations, the
bad writing movement, and the very

bad writing passing over points, A sei-
'entific expert wonld pronounce
that this was drawn up on a

! line, since novhere save in the
| diate vielnlty of a great cf

! there bie 80 quick a sueeession of points,
!

3

1 once
iburban
immme-
city could
Granting that his whole journey was
orevipied In deawing up the will, then
; the train was an express, anly stopping
ouce between Norwood and London
i bridgo.
Lestrade began to laugh.
4 “You are too many for me when yon
| to on your theories, Mr.

.

begin got

| Holmes,” sald he. “How does this
. Rl

bear on the case?

“Well, it corroborates the young

man's story to the extent that the will
was drawn up by Jonas Oldaere in his
Journey yesterday. It fs curlous, is it
| not, that a man should draw up so Im-
portant a doenment in so haphazard a
fashion. It that he dld not
think it was going to be of much prac-
tical importance. If a man drew up a
will which he did not Intend ever to-be
efTectlve he might do it so0.”
“Well, he up his
warrant at
strade.
“0Oh, you think so?"
“Don’t you?"
“Well, it i=
case is not clen
“Not clear?

snggests

own death
sald L"

drew

the same time.”

quite possible, but the

r to me yet.”
Well, if that
i what could be clear? Iere i3 a young
| man who learns suddenly that If a cer-
tain older man dies he will suceeed to
a fortune. What does he do? He says
nothing to any one, but he arranges
that he shall go out on some pretext
to see Lis eclient that night. fle walis
until the only other person in the hon

|is in bed, and then In the solitude of
the man's room he murders him, burns
his body In the wood pile and departs
to a neighboring hetel The blaod
stains in the roomr and also on the
stick are very slight. It is probable
that he imagined his erime to be a

bloodless and hoped that if the
body were consumed it would hide all

one

traces of the method of his death,
traces which for some reason must
have pointed to him. Is not all th

e

obvious

“It strikes me, my good ILestrade, as
being just a trifle too obvions,” said
Holmes, “You do not add imagination
to your_other great qualitfes, but If

Ian’t elear |

you could for one moment put your
self in the place of this youug man

P

would yon choose the very right after

the will had been made to commit vOnr
erime? Would it not seem dangerous

to you to make so very close a relatior

between the two incidents’ Again,
would you choose an occasion when
you are known to be in the house,

when a servant bas let you in? And,
finally, would you itake the great pail

ind yet leave
that you wert

Lestrade, that

to couceal the body

OWNn sltiCk 48 8 SISl
eriminal?  Confess,
this is very ualikely.”

Mr. Holm
do that a criminal
ch thiug

avoid. He

“ s (3 L 8] i
A8 10 tnhe sUCH,

know as well as 1
ws Su

is often flurried and d

which a c¢ool man would

was very likely afraid to go back to
the room. Give me another theory that
would fit the facts.”

“T could very easily glve you haif a
said Holmes. “Here, for ex-
ample, i8 a very possible and even
probable one. I make you a free pres-
ent it. The okler man s showing
documents which are of evideut value.
A passing tramp sees them through the

window, the blind of which is only half

dozen,”

o
01

down. Exit the solicitor. Enter the
tramp. He selzes a stick, which he
obzerves there, kills Oldacre and de-

parts after burning-the body.”

“Why should the tramp burn the

body 7

I'or the matter of that, why should

McFarlane?”

“To hide some evidence.”

“Possibly the tramp wanted to hide

that any murder at all had been com-
| mitted.”

“And why did the tramp take noth-
ing?
“Because they were papers that he
could not negotiate.”

Lestrade shook his
seemed to me that his
less absolutely assured than Lefore.

“Well, Mr. Sherlock you
may look for your tramp, and while
you are finding him we will bold aen to
our man. The future will show which
is right. Just notice this point, Mr,
Holmes—that so far as we know none
of the papers were removed and that
the prisoner is the one man in the
world who had no reason for removing
them, since he was hel: at law and
would come into them in any case.”

Mv friend seemed struck by this re
mark.

“I don’t mean to deny that the evi-
dence Is in some wavs very strongly In
favor of your theory,” said he. “I only
to point out that there are other
the isible. As you say, the fu-
ture will decide. Good morning! 1
dare say that in the course of the day
I shall drep in at Norwood and see how
you are getting on.”

:
¢
44

head, though
nanner was

Holuies,

wish

“!":a"w ;u

When the detective departed my
rlend rose and made his preparations
for the day's work with the alert alr

of a man who has a congenial task be-

fore him.
“AMy first movement, Watson,” sald

| he as he bustled into his frock coat, !

“must, ag [ said, be in the direction of
Rlackhenth.”

“Aund why not Norwood ¥

“Because we b in this case one
singular incident coming close to the
heels of another singular ineident. The
pollce ara making the mistake of con
attention wupon the
second because it happens to be the
one which is aectually eriminal.
’ that

case I3

Ve

cenirating eir

it is evident to the logieal

me
the
the curfons will, so
suddenly made and to so unexpeet-
ed an helr. It may do something to
 simplify what followed. No, my d
fellow, I don't think yon cau help me.
There s no of danger, or I
should not dream of stiiring out with-
out you. I trust that when 1
in the even!ug I will be able to report
that I have been able to do somethi
for this unfortunate youngster who has
npon my protection.”
en my friend retm

by

way to approach upon

the first incldent

ar

PI' spect

gee vyou

thrown himself
It was ate w!

and I could see a glance at bis hag

Coprright by Collier's Weekly.

“HE TOOK OUT A MASS OF
{ OVER

DOCUMENTS, WHICH WE WENT

TOGETHER.”

But |

PRICE., 5 CENTS

f
~ A 1 anx us face tha thé h Jh
h hich he had started had
41 been ifilled. For 1 hour '
dror 1 away apon his v IIn, endeavors
ing to ¥ his own ruffed spirits. At
last he fiung down the instrument and
phinged into a detaileq acconnt of his

Iventures.

“It's all going wrong, Watsan—all as
X T ango [} > a bold face
} ! L but ¥ ny soul, I
believe that for once the fellow is on
the 24 rack and w are on the
wrong. All my Instinets are one way,
and all the facts are the other, and 1

much fear that Britd

yet attained that piteh

h juries hawe not
of Intelligence

when they | give the preference to
my theories over Lestrade's facts.”
“Did you go to Blackheath?
Yes, Watson, T went there, and
found very quickly that the late M-
nted Oldacre was a pretty censid-

erable blackguard. The father was
away in search of his son. The mother
was at home—a little, flufly, blue eyed
person, in a tremor of fear and Indig-
nation. Of course she wouldnot adm!t
even the possibility of bhis guilt. But
she wonld not express elther surprise
or regret over the fate of OMacre. On
the contrary, she spoke of bm with
snch bitterness that she was upoon-
derably strengthening the
case of the police, tor, of course, If her
m bhad heard ber speak of the man In
this fashion it wonld predispose him
toward hatred and violence. “He waas
more like a2 malignant.and cunning ape
than a human being,' said she, ‘and he

sciougly ¢ons

S

' always was, ever sincs he ‘was a young

| (Continued on

“ “You knew him at thattimeP said I,

“Yes, I knew bim well; in fact, ha
was an old suitor of mine, Thank heav.
en that I bad the sense to twrn away
from bhim and to murry a better. If
man. I was engaged to him,
air. dounes, when I bheard a shocking
story of how he had turned a eat loose
In an avigry, and T was so horrified at
his brutal ernelly that I wonl! have
nothing wmore to do with him.” She ram-
maged in a bureau, and presently she
produced a photograph of 3 worsa
shamefully defaced and matimted with
a knife. ‘That is my own photograph,’
she said. ‘He sent it to In that
state, with his curse, upon my wedding
morning.’

““Well,’ said I, ‘at least he has for-
given you now, since he has left all his
property to yoar son.’

“‘Neither my son nor I want any-
thing from Jonas Oldacre, dead
alive?” she cried, with a proper spirit.
“There is a God in heaven, Mr. Holmes,
and that same God who has punished
that wicked man will show In his own
good time that my son’s hands are
guiltless of his blood.’

“Well, I tried one or two leads, but
could get at nothing which would help
our hypothesis and several peints
which would make agzinst it. I gave
it up at last, and off I went to Nor-
woodd,

“This place, Deep Dene House, is &
big modern villa of staring brick stand-
Ing back in its own grounds, with a
lanrel clamped lawn in front of it. To
the right and some distance baek from
the road was the timber yard which
had been the scene of the fine. Here's
a rough pian on a leaf of my notebook.
This window on the Jeft 8 the one
which opens into Oldacre’s room. Yom
can look into it from the road, you see,
That is about the only bit of consola-
tion I bave had today., Lestrade was
not there, but his bhead constable did
the honors. They had just found g
great treasure trowe. Théy had spent
the morning raking among the ashes
of the burned wood pile, and besides
the charred organic remmins they had
secured several! discolored metal disks,
[ examined them with care, and there
was »o doubt that they were trouses
buttons. I even distingwished that one
of thems was marked with the pame of
Hyams, who was Olklgere's taflor. 1
worked the lawn very carefully

pouler,

me

or

UL

for signs and traces, but this dronght
bhas made everything as hard as irom
Nothing was to be seen save that som
body or bundle had bLeen draogzged

1

through a low privet hedge
2 Hne with the wood plle
with the

which is In
All that, of

official theory.

course, fits

I crawled about the lawn wilh am
August sun on my baek, but 1 got up
at the end of an hour no wis than
before,

“Well, after this fiasco [ went inte
the bedroom and examined that al=o.
The biood stains were very slight, mere
Smears ind  diseolorations, but une
doubtedly fresh. The stick had beem
removed, there also the marks
were slight There iz no doubt about
the stick belonging ’ i i i{e
wdmits It Footmarks of both mena
could be made the carpet, but
none of any third person, which agais
is a trick for the other side. They

were piling up thelr score afl the time,

and we we
“Only ¢

< 1

Rel, ana

» at a standstill,
little gleam of hope did X

ot it amounted to nothing
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